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Mi ATTACK OF ART

,'. By GEORGE MUN80N.
"It was some tlireo years since I'd

visited Sister Emma, her living in
York state and me In Ohio, but when
she writ me to come and spend the
month of March, becauso she had
something Important to say to me,
my natural curiosity overcome me,
and I packed my trunk and went.

"'Where's Cynthy?' I asked, soon as
I had kissed Emma and John.

'"That's what I writ you to come
about, Lldy,' says Emma. 'Sho won't
come homo.'

" 'But you writ me sho had gono to
New York to study art, and was com
lng home on Washington's birthday,'
I answered. 'And how about that
young man of hers, Fred Holden?'
' "Then the truth came out. Cynthy

had writ sho wasn't coming homo for
a long time to come and she Intimated
.If Fred liked to wait for her he could
wait and if he didn't ho needn't She
had. an attack of art badly and was
living in a hall bedroom in Now York
and doing her own laundry, which Is
what art brings one to. And Emma,
knowing how I'd always had a power
ful influence over Cynthy, wanted me
to go to New York and bring her
home.

"'How about Fred?' I asked.
'. "Fred'Just mooned around town and
didn't speak to anyone. I gathered
there had been somo sort of quarrel
so I thought It best to say nothing but
to go to New York as soon as pos
sible. And a couple of mornings
later I was knocking at Cynthy's door
on the top floor of a filthy dark tene
ment place near Washington Square.

"'Come In,' said Cynthy. 'Why,
Aunt Ltdy, whatever brung you here?

" Til tell you later, Cynthy, says I.

.'Meanwhile, have you got a bite of
lunch for me?'

" 'Cynthy made tea over the gas and
we ate sausage Bandwiches together,
Cynthy looking at me curlous-llk- o all
the while.

'I sure do love sausage sand
wiches, especially them forrin kinds
says I, and I see a look in Cynthy'
oyes that told me I had got home.
forgot to say that the tiny room was
all fixed up with hangings and sofa

"Had a Party That Afternoon."

pillows, and the walls was plastered
with Cynthy's pictures.

"'Sold any of 'em, my dear?'
asked.

" 'Not yet, auntie,' says Cynthy, 'but
I expect to soon. The public isn'
educated In art matters, you know,
If I chose to give them what they
wanted I could sell them all. Now
what brings you here, Aunt Lidy?'

"'I'm tired of the humdrum of
domestick life,' I told her. 'Your
Uncle Abe gets on my nerves. I want
to live my own life and obey the im
pulses of my soul. Thats' why I come
to you.'

cynthy stared at me as if I was
an animal. Then she comes up and
throws, her arms round my neck and
kisses me, and I know she's the same
Cynthy.

"We had a part? that afternoon, the
queerest folks. All the men wore
jaded looks and loose black ties, and
the women was dressed any old way.
The things they talked about I'd bo
nshanled to tell you, but I didn't look
feazed.

" 'Auntie, says Cynthy, when we
were alone again, 'I don't know wheth-
er you'd care to have dinner with me
at the Eclectic club tonight It costB
twenty-flv- o cents and there's a dis
cussion afterward.'

'"What's it about?' I asks.
i " 'It's called "Should Women, Hav

Children?" ' says yntbyV looking at
,,me, i

t, . '' '.Why, that suits mo to the ground,
I answers. Tve always wanted to
know. What's, the answer?"

" 'Well,' says Cynthy, 'some will say
yea and somo no, and It will bo a very
Interesting debate.

"It was. I was feeling sort of
empty after tho dinner, but that talk
filled me all right I'd never heard
anything like It.

" 'I'm afraid you must be shocked
auntie, with your way
says Cynthy, when we'd shook off the
art people and got home.
..'"Shocked?' I answered. 'Why,
Cynthy, I feel the art Rising In ray
bones, That s the sort of message
that the world needs. And to think
of the years we've wasted with your
Uncle-Ab- e and that Poor dub, Fred
Holden, who don t know art from
turnip. My, I'm glad he's hankering
after that Lucy Brown,

"Cynthy seemed quite shooked,
'what do you mean, auntie?' she askB
So I told her how Lucy and Fred went
walking out on Sundays and how the
neighbors was sort of speculative
about 'em.1, Cynthy didn't say much
more that night I slept on the floor,
on flvo sofa pillows. I didn't llko it,

. hut she never knew.
"Cynthy didn't eeom quite bo bright

tho next few days. Every time 'she
took me out I'd ask her, disappointed
like, If that was tho best sho could

show me. I said I wanted to hoar 8
real artistic debate. I didn't want to
know If women should bavo chil
dren, I told her, but how many, and

by. Tho meals I put down was ter
rible.

'Aunty,' said Cynthy, at last, tak
ing mo by the shoulders, 'tell mo, hon
estly, ain't you shocked at all?'

'Why no,' says I. 'I think It's love
ly to have the artistic spirit My,
what do wo care about those poor
creatures at home?'

'But, nunty, I I do care about
them,' says Cynthy, strangling a sob.

" 'But we ve flung em overboard, I
says, executing a Pa Boul about the
room. 'We're tho army of tho future,
Cynthy, tho army of martyrs. Wo've
left homo and husband and swetheart
for art's sake. When'ro wo going to
tho club again?'

But don t father and mother mind
me being artistic?" asks Cyntby.

"'They love It' I answered. And
Fred says, bo's, glad ho found out tho
narrerness of his soul, 'being only a
country lawyer, or he might have
made your life miserable. Don t you
want 'em to approve of your taking
to art, Cynthy?'

'No,' Bobs Cynthy. 'I wanted to
shock 'em, aunt. I hate art'

"'Hate art!' I exclaimed. 'Cynthy,
you make mo feel terrjble. How am
I going to appease my hankerings if
you're going back on me?'

'But It's different,' says Cynthy,
now fairly crying. 'You've got Uncle
Abe, and you were always contented
at homo, and now I've led you astray,
at your age and made him miserable,
and I'd never have left' Monattah,
only Fred told me If I did he'd never
ask me to return, and I couldn't take
that from him but it all makes me
sick. Aunt Lldy.'

"So It does me, Cynthy,' I an
swered, 'And maybe I got that wrong
about Fred Holden and Lucy Brown.
Now I come to think of It, It was
Jack Hlgglns was going with her.
My, Cynthy, what's the matter? What
are you hunting for?

" 'The time-table- ,' answers Cynthy."
(Copyright, 1914, by W. O. Chapman.)

WILLING FOR BOY TO HAVE IT

Was All Right So Long as Wife
Understood Just What Became

of the Rose.

Every morning the wife pins a
flower to his lapel as he startB for the
office a rose when she has one, a
blossom of some plainer sort when
roses are scarce. ,

This morning she had a rose, but
she withheld the usual delicate atten
tion, and for the first time he per-

ceived an ominous look In her eyes.
"You never have the flower In your

buttonhole when you come home In
the evenings," began his wife, sarcas-
tically. "How do you always contrive
to lose It?"

"I do not lose It," he replied. "I
wear the flower until I reach my desk.
I feel that that is far enough for a
plain business man to carry a flow
er."

"After reaching your desk, what do
you do with the flower?" sho asked.

"I give It away," ho replied.
"To the . girl stenographer?" sug-

gested bis' wife, icily.
"Oh, no, I give it to the offlce boy,"

he answered.
"I beg your pardon, but you do not

give it to the offlce boy," sho retorted
with acerbity. "You give It to the
stenographer. I have seen It pinned
on her Bhlrt waist every day that
have called at your office. I think
shall discontinue the flower."

"In that case I shall lose an office
boy probably by suicide," remarked
her husband, meeting her indignant
eyes frankly. "He Is head over heels
In love with the stenographer, and is
trying to make a hit with the flower."

Hastily she pinned a rose to her
husband's lapel, and said:

"Be careful not to lose it and give
It to the office boy as usual."

Nature's Ironies.
The irony of fate haB had few finer

illustrations than that staged In the
western part of this country during
the last seven months.

A drouth, unrivaled for duration
and severity, held nearly a dozen
states In its grip last summer, drying
up wells and streams, parching pas
tures, ruining crops. As a result of
this drouth, hundreds of thousands of
breeding stock or unfinished steers
were sent to market, because there
was no fodder to carry them through
the winter.

Having struck her blow, nature be
gan to smile. She sent an open sea
son which enabled farmers to do their
plowing at a time when the ground
usually is locked in frost Sho follow-
ed this favor with a series of snow
falls throughout the west all of them
remarkable and one quite unprece
dented. Melting snow will supply the
moisture too often lacking, good crops
are almost assured, and not for a gen
eration has there been such good
range pasture as will be found this
summer. But the stock which should
fatten and multiply on that pasture
have gone to the stock yards. Chi-

cago Journal.

Flowers That Give Light.
Under certain conditions nastur-

tiums, sunflowers, dahlias, tube-rose- s

and yellow lilies may bo seen to glow
with a soft radiance, varying In color
and Intensity. Only those flowers that
have an abundance of yellow or or-

ange shades exhibit this phosphor-
escence. The best time to see the
light is after dark, when tho atmos
phere 1b clear and dry. The light Is
sometimes steady, but often intermit-
tent and flashing.

Different "Front."
A retired army officer was In his

back garden one day when a" tramp
came round (ho end of tho, bouse. "I've
been at the front," he began, "and"
The old officer beamed at him aa he
Interrupted to ask, "have you, indeed,
my man? And wero you wounded?"
"No," said the man, "no, sir, not exact-
ly. But I couldn't make no one 'ear,
so I come round to tho back!!'

Another Thing,
"How did you propose to support

my daughter, sir?" "I didn't propose
to her to support her at all. I only
proposed to her to marry ma." Reho-bot- h

Sunday Herald.
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OMEN of the United States, look to
your laurels!

You've carried off all the worth
while prizes In International beauty
contests for n, long, long time.

Your good looks, your superior In-

telligence, your keen wit (and airy
grace, to say nothing of your num-
erous other surpassing qualities and

accomplishments, have won for you nn enviable
position among the women of the world.

In fact, you have worked your way up until in
recent years your supremacy has been unques-

tioned. You aro conceded the most beautiful, the
most accomplished, the most sought after wom-

en In tho world.
Beware! Your supremacy is threatened. Your

pedestal is insecure. The world's ndmlratlon,
which you so long have held, at some not distant
day may bo transferred to the women of another
quarter of the globe.

Your competitors for the world's admiration
are close upon your hecla. They have como upon
you all unawares; bo quietly, in fact, that it's a
two to one wager you don't oven know who they
are.

Who are they? (

The women of Latin-Americ-

Probably you won't believe this. You'll laugh
and say that tho principal business of Latin-Americ- a

Is to raise comic opera revolutions, not
women capable of wresting from you the laurels
which your beauty and charm have won.

It you think that way, just read what Mrs.
Sherrlll, the wife of the American minister to
Argentina, has to say about the women of the
southern republics.

"They dress better, look better and have finer
manners than any other women In the world," de-

clares Mrs. Sherrlll. "They are enchanting crea-
tures, and now Europe Is learning of their won-

derful charm. They are fond of home llfq and
make Ideal mothers, although they aro not do-

mestic to a sordid degree. They are as fond of
society as the women of tho United States, only
they aro absolutely without the faintest trace of
snobbishness, which is probably due to their
breeding. They are vastly well informed and
well bred women, and strangely enough their so-

cial obligations are never such as to Interfere
with their home life. The women are good moth-
ers and are devoted to their largo families."

Europe, where the Yankee girl has so long ruled
a favorite, has fallen victim to the Latin-America- n

girl's charms. Whether sho appear In her favorite
Paris, or In other centers of fashion or recrea-
tion, sho is surrounded by a crowd of admirers.
She has the entreo to exclusive drawing rooms.
At her chateaux, which Bhe loves 'to hire for the
season that she may entertain on her own ac-

count, she is always sure of as many guests as
she .desires. Sho is the joy of continental mod-

istes, and the despair of those who would wear
gowns such as hers.

SEA WATER AS LIFE SAVER

Brought From Ocean's Depth and In-

jected Into the Veins It Is
Beneficial,

ITor several years tbo doctors of the
world have had bqfore them tho ad-

vocacy ot sea water as a life saver in
various diseases, the value of the remedy

being largely based on the reports
made by Dr. Robert Simon of Paris
and Doctor Quinton in London.

it la used chiefly for Infanta who

It jnust be admitted that her wealth in worldly
'pOE6es"sloris does add to,, her. attractiveness to

'many eyes. The continent is filled with impecunl- -
ous younger sons of varied brands of aristocracy,
and few would In tho least mind marrying the
newest American girl because of her great
wealth. Still, even without her wealth she would
deserve all the praise that has been heaped upon
her,

Tho new American girl of the Latin states is
strangely composite of the old and the new order
of things- which her land has known. In the
modern world's capitals and fashionable centers
she is Indeed a woman of the present; but In
Latin-Ainerlc- a she Is a woman of tho past. In her
native jjome still persists an order of things which
In many respects Is almost medieval. The stamp
of Spaij), so' strongly-- seen on her, is also seen on
the religion, the language, and the social creed
of this girl. The laws and the landscape of her
people alike are still dominated by this ancient
Influence. Indeed, Spain Itself has Infinitely more
variety in speech and custom than is seen in the
vast territory it has peopled, and the people of
Valparaiso, Bogota, and Caracas speak better
Castlllan than usually Is heard In Madrid and
Cadiz.

Hence it Is that the n woman has
but little' of the freedom enjoyed by the Ameri-
can girl she now would rival. There still exists
between' tho sexes that armed neutrality which Is
a tradition, of the Spanish blood. Matrimony still
is a lottery. The would-b- e husband never sees
his wife alone until they are married. His nego-tlntlo-

for her hand are largely because the
Roman Catholic church dominates all society, and
it recognizes no divorce. In addition, tho Latin- -

The hand is quicker than the eye In detecting
fraudulent bank notes. The "feel" of the dis-

tinctive paper used by the government is tho first
warning signal that tho money tendered Ib bad.
This paper is distinctive not alone becauso of the
Introduction of silk fiber in the bill itself, but be-

cause of the treatment the stock receives in print-
ing. The silk threads are sometimes Imitated by

k lines, but these do not bear close ex-

amination. The engraving has been the greatest
protection, for even g fails to bring
out the proper color values, and retouching by
the graving tool makes tho lines heavy and Ir-

regular. Photography also falls In reproducing
the color of the seal, which must bo washed in
with water colors, the bjack lines of the engraving
showing through in counterfeits. The most dan-- ,

gerous counterfeit is that in which a genuine bill
of lower denomination is bleached out and a false
plate showing a high denomination placed upon
it Hero is a genuine bank bill. It has the "feel."
The silk threads are present. If the engraving Is
fairly well done and tho color of approximate cor-

rectness it becomes a dangerous counterfeit, and
bankers aro at once warned to be on the watch
for it- In this connection the "chock letter" often
comes Into play. All government notes aro print

are suffering frpm malnutrition. The
water employed in Europe is literally
dug up from tlo bay of Biscay and
later modified, under scrupulously
aseptic conditions, until It is in shape
to be injected into tho sick child's
veins as a plasma, as the liquid Is
termed.

Hero,, the water has been brought
up from a depth of forty feet some
forty miles beyond the'eoast of New
Jersey, 'the precautlons--.of , dlstanco
and depth being observed to make
sure that no possible Infection from

'tme. PeZet", ef the Minister Jrom Pst-o- .

American woman, wrapped up In her family, fo:
children generally are numerous, endures many
indignities rather than separate from her husband
and babies.

Tho United States knows them best and most
pleasantly through their representatives connect-
ed with the diplomatic corps in Washington.
They are almost without exception representa-
tives of the modern trend In Latin-America- n de-
velopment. They have won for themselves In
official society a regard based primarily upon
their own beauty and charm, and only secondari-
ly upon their official position.

One of the most prominent of these women Is
Mme. Pezet, wife of the minister from Peru. She
Is considered a great beauty, and Is a leader in
diplomatic society. Of equal charm and beauty
are Mme. Malbran, bride of the first secretary of
the Argentine legation; Mme. Suarez, wife of tho
minister from Chile; Senora do la Cueva, wife of
the first secretary of the Mexican legation; Mme.
do Naon, wife of the Argentine minister, and
Senora Castrillo, wife of the new minister from
Nicaragua, who is a recent arrival at Washing-
ton.

Among tho younger Latin-America- n women who
have charmed social Washington, and whose beau'
ty vies with that of their northern sisters, are
Senorlta, Dona Luz Mendez, daughter of the min-
ister from Guatemala; Senorlta Marta Calvo, tal-
ented daughter of the minster from Costa iilca;
Senorlta Amelia Mejia, daughter of the minister
from Salvador, and the young bride of Don Ale-
jandro Herqulnlgo, of the Chilean legation, who
before her recent marriage was Senorlta Mai-vin- a

de pena, daughter of tho minister from
Uruguay.

HOW TO TELL COUNTERFEITS
ed of one denomination, four on a sheet, and are
lettered respectively A, B, C and D. Each note
bears a treasury number. If, when that number Is
divided by four thero remains ono, the check let-
ter should bo A; if two remains, the letter should
be B; if three, then C, and if there is no re-
mainder, D. If the result shows otherwise then
the numbering is wrong and the note is a coun-
terfeit. All denominations from to $1,000 havo
been counterfeited, as well aB all our coins. The
most usual method of defrauding when gold coins
are handled 1b to saw the coins In half, extract
the interior, and fill with base metal.

card party who had exchanged seats
with her partner What excellent luck. Why Is
this thus,, partner?

Partner Because U and I have changed places."

HE KNEW.

"You know, my son, it Is your first step which
is your undoing," said the parent.

"Guess I'd better take dancing lessons then,
pop, before I go Into society," replied the boy.

sewage can occur. It Is brought to
laboratories and prepared after the
manner used In Paris and London.

Halt a dozen cases of malnutrition
among children showed marked im-
provement after the second or third
treatments. Other patients respond
more or less markedly to the remedy.

The Idea underlying the use ot the
sea water as an Injection is that the
btood plasma ot all animals appears
to bo very closely related and that
we, as land animals, owe our earliest

s to the ocean. Real sea water

JUST ONE LETTER.

Ladynt

presents an affinity for animal life
which, becauso of tho underlying na-
ture of both, Is superior to any salt
water preparation man can make up
in bis laboratories.

Blood Will Tell. , ,
Brown boys are In bad.

Tom had to Jeave tbo state for. graft-
ing, nnd now his brother Bill Is ac-
cused ot the same offense.

Sho It must run lu the' family; I
understand their father w a

KNEW THE LOBSTE

Deductions of an Old Man of the
Sea.

Veteran Fisherman Put 8hcrlock .to
Shame When It Came to Past His-

tory of the Crustacean Was
"Some" Detective.

A weather bentun old man of thw
Bea he was, nnd fitted perfectly In
tho picture at the wholesale fish mar-
ket. There certainly was nothing
about him to remind ono of tho Sher-
lock Holmes ot fiction or the In
spector Faurpr of real life, says tho
New York Sun. Yet ho was some-
thing of a detective),

"That biggest lobster thero,'' ho as
serted as he pointed to n barrel ol"

them, "fought a duel with a blackllsh.
In which the fish got. the worBt of it.
Is blind and has been ffd by hi
mate; backed Into a Long Island
sound lobster pot by accident, anil vnu
caught oft Thimble Island In tho wa-

ters that beat themselves Into a froth
on the rocks of Outer Island, home of
Addison E. Verrill, professor at Yalu
and government expert in tho bureau
of fisheries for many years."

There was no label on either tho
lobster or the barrel in which ho lay
squirming, the topmost of a hundred
champions, nothing that vroto a llfo
history so large that a mcro passer-
by could read it at a glance. Yet thl-- i

veteran fisherman saw and deductml
it all. Could he prove It? He would
try.

The loss of an oyo from one ot
those movable stalks on tho lobster's
head and a cataractllko film over tho
other proved him to be bUmf They
also told the story of a battlo with
a blackflsh. A perpetual war fiom
birth is on between this fish and4tho-crustacea-

Blackflsh have an aitye
tite for lobster that would make tho-mo-

ardent devotees of the broiled
ono in any Broadway palace appear as.
mere nibblers.

In this instance a blackflsh had
been beaten in his fight for a iiio.il,
for the lobster had lost only one eye.
Had the fish got both thero would
have been no lobster and no dedue- -

tlon. Instead, tho fish, using its own
body as a battering ram, would havo

' ftriiotiart tlia Uftx mit nf 1tM lllltlll .Hlfl

helpless prey by beating the shell
against the rocky bottom of tho sea.
Then with its sheeplike teeth tho fish
would have dined Such is tho cheer-
ful custom of the blackflsh after de-

priving a lobster of its eycB.
But in this engagement the lob

ster had probably caught tho attack-
ing blackflsh with ono of its hugr
claws, and the would-b- e eater had be-

come the eaten. It was an obvlou
story to one who knows the habits of
the two denizens of tho sea.

Blind as he now was, the lobster
must have been fed by his mate. Ho
could get his food in no other way.
She fed and protected him. as sho did
during those periods when ho shed
his shell and wob helpless. That va- - .

plain to one familiar with tho eti
quette and family affairs of tho lob-ste- r

tribe.
Lo,bsters always back Into tho potr

used to catch them. They can't get in
any other way, because of their big
claws. This blind ono must then-hav-

backed in by accident or, guid-

ed by his mate, followed hor in when
she went in to get tho fish heads used
for bait. So far It was eaBy.

"Color, size and shapo mako it look
like a Long Island Bound lobster
Blackflsh are more numerous and vo
racious off the Thimbles than any
other place I know. It Is tho sort ot
a bottom lobsters lllttj jagged rocks
full of crevices. Blackflsh know It,, ,

and forage accordingly. Both aro
plenty from Faulkner's, just east of
Outer island, around Niggarhead ralV
Bransford beacon and west to Cow
and Calf. Now, let's find out where.-th-

lobsters came from," suggested tlia
grizzled old Sherlock Holmes of tho
sea.

The marketman bought them from
the Sshlng schooner June, just In
from New London, juid tied up back
of the market. There then the clow
ran and tlfe amateur Watson led the
fishy Holmes to it.

On board the Jane tho skipper ac
knowledged selling lobsterB to tho
marketman named. Ho left New Lon-

don with a miscellaneous cargo of
fish. Off the Thimbles he picked up
three lota of lobsters from tho men
clearing their potb and got two lots
of small ones off New Haven break
water. Most of the big ones ho got.
from Del Foote, whoso pots run from
Outer Island east to Faulkner'; ho
reckoned those asked about must havo
been In that lot

That looked pretty good for tho
Sberlock Holmes of the fish market.

"How did I guesB it? Didn't guess
at all," he explained. "Knew what I
was talking about I lobstered tlmso
waters for 12 years. What I did not
know about lobsters and blackllsh and.
their habits Professor Verrill did. I
just drank from a scientific fountain
of knowledge. Fine drinking.','

"Slarvelous!" exclaimed the ama
teur, as was proper under tho circum-
stances.

"Not at all, when you know lobsters
and blackflsh,' replied tho grizzled vet-

eran ot the lobster potu, .

Probably. '
Nodd My baby had . his picture)

taken yesterday and, vhllo I haven't
Been it, they, say it Is as natural an
can be,

Todd What view?
Nodd I didn't ask, but I suppose

it's a throat view. Puck.

Never Again.
Said the roan with the concave fa-

cial expression to his philosopher
friend; "Don't ever again tell mo that
the hand that rocks tho cnidla rules-th-

world,- for since my "wife ha,
joined three debating 8ocieties,two-brldg- e

clubs ind 'tt'.'pflvutoa'BclHB;
class, that hand is mine'" Exchange.

Vocational Trainlngr
"She, has a. complexion lllcq tinted

porcelain." "Yes, 1 know; sho took
lessons in china painting." Cleveland
Plain Dealer.


